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Mi Chats With the Editor 


What Changed 
Mother's Mind 


Kalanga wanted to be baptized, but 
her mother said No! 

It was five years ago, in Africa. Pastor 
Webster, the white missionary, encouraged 
her to take her stand for God, regardless 
of her mother’s reluctance to give permis- 
sion. 

It is hard, however, for a girl to join the 
church when the members of her family 
don’t want her to. 

In her heart, Kalanga knew what she 
ought to do. But she wished that somehow 
it could be easier. If only Mother could see 
that Seventh-day Adventists weren’t really 
as bad as she thought they were. 

She prayed about it, pleading with God 
to open the way so she could join the 
church without a lot of fighting and bad 
feeling at home. 

And God, seeing that she was in earnest, 
helped her in a very unexpected way. 
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Pastor Webster made it a habit to visit 
in the African homes whenever he could. 
One evening he called at a home and found 
that the family who lived there was in 
great distress. They invited him in, and he 
asked what -the trouble was. 

“Mother’s sick,” one of the children told 
him. 

Pastor Webster looked at her. She was 
so sick he was sure she would be dead in 
a few days. 

“Would you like me to pray for her?” @ 
he asked, and the family were very happy 
to have him do so. 

He asked them what their name was and 
made the astounding discovery that these 
children were Kalanga’s cousins. The sick 
woman was the sister of Kalanga’s mother! 

He had no idea when he called at the home 
that there was any such relationship. 

A week passed, and during that time the 
sick woman was taken to Kalanga’s home. 
Pastor Webster called again to see how she 
was getting on. To his delight, he found 
her up and walking around! 

What a wonderful evening they had talk- 
ing over the events of the week—how God 
is able to heal, how He answers prayer, 
how He arranged for the pastor to call at 
the sick woman’s home just when she 
needed him. 

All too soon the visit came to an end. 

But just before Pastor Webster left, Ka- : 
langa’s mother stopped him at the door 
and tried to say something. 

“Er—Pastor Webster,” she stammered. ig 
“About my daughter. I understand that she 4 
would like to join your church. In the past 








I have opposed her. I didn’t realize what 
good people the Adventists are, I suppose. a 
But after what you did for my sister, well, PORE 


if Kalanga still wants to be baptized, I 
won’t stand in her way any more.” 

The joy on Kalanga’s face was beautiful 
to behold. Soon she was baptized, and has 
worked faithfully for God ever since. 

If you who are reading this story have 
heard God calling you to follow Him, “@ 
friends or relatives are telling you not to, 
remember Kaianga. God helped her, and He 
will help you too, if you ask Him. 


” 


Your friend, Va 


a nn Wazurel 








AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 








WER going for a picnic this after- 
noon,” said Mamma. 
“Goody!” cried Julie. 
“Oh boy!” said Billy. 
“Hurry up then,” 
ready!” 
Soon they were off. 
Arriving at the forest where they were 
to spend the afternoon, Billy and Julie 
said they wanted to eat at once. 
“I’m starving,” cried Billy. 


said Daddy, “get 





LOST at a PICNIC 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


So they found a spot where a big oak 
gave shelter from the sun. Then they all 
sat down while Mamma unpacked the pic- 
nic basket. 

Billy was so hungry that he gobbled up 
his food in no time. So fast, in fact, that he 
wanted to eat Julie’s too. But she wouldn’t 
let him. 

“All right,” said Billy. “If there’s no more 
food, I’m going for a walk. Can’t sit around 
here all day.” To page 19 


Billy pushed on the door, and, to his surprise, it opened. There was no one inside the cabin. 





JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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UNSEEN ENEMY 


By MARJORIE ANDERSON 


CHAPTER 2: THE KNOCK ON THE DOOR 


What Happened Before: Everyone was happy the 
first day at the mission school. Then the missionary 
noticed that whenever Kinanga came and talked to 
a group of singing, laughin ~=*. the laughter ceased 
and the songs were quiet. What was wrong? she won- 
dered. There was tenseness at engoes, and the mis- 
sionary noticed that one of the girls was missing. Just 
then the girl, Usbera, arrived. There was a fright- 
ened gasp from the girls at the table, and the lights 
went out. 

NEXT morning the girls were singing, 
‘Toseria Saitani, toseria Saitani. Abai- 
seke n’abakungu, toseria Saitani.” 

It was a cheerful song to begin a new 
day. “Let us drive away the devil, let us 
drive away the devil. Girls and old women, 
let us drive away the devil.” Maybe my 
imagination had been working overtime the 
previous day, I thought. This sounded more 
like the way things ought to be in a school. 

And indeed, who could help but be 
cheerful on a morning like this? The sun 
was a great golden ball in a sky of cloudless 
blue, everywhere the dew sparkfed, the air 
was full of countless sweet perfumes, and 
over all were the sounds of newly awakened 
activities. 


As I walked across the compound a short, 
stout, important figure came to meet me. 
It was Janai, my native helper, who super- 
vised the girls’ work in their gardens and 
kept a watchful eye on some of their rec- 
reation. He could be counted on to solve 


any native problems that the white mind 
might not grasp. 

Should I say anything to him about the 
fears I had felt the previous evening? It 
seemed silly in the light of this glorious 
day; so I merely said, “Everyone seems to 
be happy and working hard today.” 

If anything had been wrong, Janai would 
surely take this opportunity to tell me of it. 
But he only grinned from ear to ear and 
remarked that he had set the girls to work. 
I looked around. Kinanga was hoeing vig- 
orously at the end of the line of girls in the 
garden. In fact it was she who was leading 
the singing. 

“Toseria Saitani,” she sang as her hoe bit 
into the ground. 

“Toseria Saitani,’ chanted the others as 
they swung their hoes into the air. “Let us 
drive away the devil.” Nothing wrong here, 
obviously. 

“What duty did you give Usbera?” I asked 
Janai as casually as I could. 

“Getega is taking her down to the well 
to bring water,” was the reply. “Getega is a 
good one to show a new girl the ropes.” 

Usbera with Getega; that was good. Good 
old Janai—nothing could go too far wrong 
while he was around. I felt enormously re- 
lieved as I went back to the bungalow. 
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Soon the bell was sounding for classes. 
It was too hot to work outside now, and the 
cool classrooms provided welcome relief. 
Usually the girls were so eager to learn that 
any class, even arithmetic, was a pleasure. 
Yet toward the end of the session I noticed 
that strange uneasiness beginning to creep 
in again. 

Maybe I should alert Janai; he would be 
reading the girls’ lesson and conducting 
worship after supper. But when I cautioned 
him to be on the lookout for trouble, he 
grinned broadly and shook his head. 

“No trouble here,” he said. “No real trou- 
ble at mission school.” And there I had to 
leave it. 

That night was as beautiful as the morn- 
ing had been, with a full moon silvering the 
air. The chirping of crickets, the fragrance 
of the frangipani, the fireflies darting 
among the bushes, all had a beauty that 
suggested that evil was far away. I con- 
sulted my watch; eight-thirty. Janai would 
just have finished worship. Here, in these 
beautiful surroundings, what an opportunity 
these girls had to learn of God’s goodness. 


There was so much He = 
could do for them if they 
would only let Him. Yes, 
that was the key to my un- 
easiness. Until His Spirit 
was in full control 

I stepped outside and looked up the hill 
toward the dormitories. There were lights, 
just as I had expected. But it was strangely 
quiet, without any of the raucous singing 
and shouting that so often accompanied bed- 
time. Tonight I would have welcomed it. 

Even as I watched, the lights flickered and 
went out, almost like the last breath of a 
dying man. Instinctively I looked at my 
watch, although I already knew without 
looking that it was not yet time for lights to 
go out. 

Puzzled and disturbed, I took my storm 
lantern from my kitchen and made my way 
up the little brown path that led to the 
dormitories. My footsteps on the brown 
earth seemed to sound out the rhythm, 
“Toseria Saitani, toseria Saitani.” From the 
village behind the school came the sound 


To page 16 
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The girls covered their heads with their bedclothes, and all | could see was their bare feet. 





JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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As Tom rode the bicycle, he felt sure a policeman was staring at him from behind every tree. 


_ was at his wit’s end. It was spring. 
Every other boy in the neighborhood 
was riding a bicycle, and he didn’t have 
one. It was pure torture. 

Tom had thought long about his prob- 
lem. He remembered hearing someone say, 
“If you can’t get a thing by fair means, 
use foul means.” 

“And why not use foul means?” he 
reasoned. It was important for him to have 
a bike, and he had tried every fair means 
he could think of to get one. He had tried 
to earn money. He had tried to save. But 
the bike was still far away, like the dis- 
tant ringing of a bell in thick fog. 

Tom struggled with his arithmetic, but 
an ugly scheme was also working in his 
mind, and the two did not mix any better 
than ice and molasses in January! Finally 
the new idea won the battle, and Tom 
scribbled whirlygigs on his tablet as he 
mused and planned to the finest detail. He 
would have that bike, and no one would 
stop him. 
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Tom wasn’t hungry that night at dinner. 
His mother commented that he must have 
something on his mind. He fidgeted a little 
at the remark, but he was otherwise calm. No 
matter what Mother thought, he wasn’t 
going to turn back now. After school to- 
morrow he would have his heart’s desire. 

Tom was first to have his desk tidy and 
his books put away the next afternoon 
when dismissal time came. The minute 
teacher said, “You may go, now,” he was 
out the school gate like a shot from a gun. 
Of all places, he was headed for the po- 
lice station! “A strange place for a boy to 
get a bicycle by ‘foul’ means,” you will say, 
and it was. But then, you don’t know what 
Tom had in mind. 

A tall, immaculately uniformed police- 
man greeted him at the desk. 

“What's your trouble, young man?” he 
asked in a matter-of-fact tone, as if no one 
in the world ever had any real troubles. 

“I came to tell you that someone stole my 
bicycle,” lied Tom. 








a 
: 
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The officer took out his notebook and 
hurriedly jotted down Tom’s name and 
address, and a description of the bicycle 
he claimed he had lost, and the location 
from which he said it had disappeared. 

“So far, so good,” Tom congratulated 
himself. “I haven’t come to the real hurdle 
yet, though, so watch out!” 

“You wouldn’t have happened to pick 
up a bike, or anyone stealing a bike this 
afternoon, in that vicinity, would you, offi- 
cer?” asked Tom, hopefully. 

The policeman gave Tom a quick, search- 
ing glance. Something about the boy made 
his heart melt. He remembered what it was 
like to own a bicycle when he was Tom’s 


that afternoon—or so he thought! Eddie 
Arnold and Jim Tate were the very first 
people he saw as he rounded the corner 
into the park. 

“Hi, there, Tom! Where did you get that 
bike?” Eddie shouted. 

“What do you think?” answered Tom 
indignantly. “Do you think I would steal 
it?” 

“Well, no,” replied Jim. “But I remem- 
ber your complaining not many weeks ago 
that you wouldn’t have a bike for spring, 
yet here you are with one.” 

“He was just fooling us,’ Eddie put in. 
“He wanted us to believe that so he could 
spring a surprise on us.” 


Policeman Behind Every Tree 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 


age, and although he had never had his 
own bike stolen, he knew what Tom must 
be feeling. 

“It so happens,” he said, smiling, “that 
one was picked up in that very area this 
afternoon.” The officer was convinced that 
Tom was the owner of the bicycle. In fact, 
it made him very happy to make the ar- 
rangements for Tom to take it with him 
right away. 

Tom whistled gaily as he wheeled the 
bicycle from the police station. Who would 
have thought it would be so easy? 

He couldn’t go home with the bicycle, 
of course. Mother simply wouldn’t stand 
for such dishonesty. 

Tom headed for the park, where there 
were plenty of wide sidewalks. And, possi- 
bly, some of the other fellows from the 
sixth grade would be there, too, riding 
around. They'd been trying so hard to 
make him envious of their bikes, he would 
see to it that they were impressed with his 
new bike today. 

Luck was walking all across Tom’s path 





“You're quite clever!” laughed Tom, 
deeply appreciating the suggestion. He 
could not have thought of anything better, 
himself. Tom’s guilt was piling up, but so 
far it wasn’t hurting very badly. 

“Let's take a spin around the park,” Jim 
suggested. “We'll soon tell what kind of 
cyclist Tom is.” 

Off they went, Tom leading and feeling 
very confident and pleased with himself at 
what he had been able to accomplish in 
such a short time. He was blissfully happy 
until a police car drew up beside the curb 
at the entrance of the park! A shiver 
tickled Tom’s spine. He slowed his pace 
to find out how the wind was blowing. 
Was the man in uniform looking for him? 
Policemen, he knew, did not take long to 
get on a criminal’s trail sometimes. 

Criminal! The word sounded dull, 
heavy, ugly. What was a criminal, anyway? 
Someone who murdered and kidnaped, 
robbed banks, and—stole. 

Tom shuddered. He was a criminal, and 
he knew it. 
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The policeman sat awhile, watching the 
people that went to and fro, in and out of 
the park, and then he decided he had 
spent long enough there and vanished. 

“What's the matter?” Jim asked, coming 
up to Tom. He had circled the paths twice 
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HEAVEN ON EARTH 


By MERRILY SALYER 


Just to be happy and joyful, 

Just to be laughing and gay, 

Just to be more like Jesus, 

And smile through the live-long day. 


Just to forget all your troubles 
And drive all the cares away, 
Just to forget tomorrow 

And do what is right today. 


Just to be thoughtful and loving 
To those along your way, 

Just to help someone find Jesus 
Who has somehow gone astray. 


Just to be always willing 
Whatever your task may be, 
Just to ask of Jesus 

That His life will shine in thee. 


Just to look for the good, 

Just to be always kind, 

This is to be a true Christian, 
And heaven on earth you'll find. 


GG oe Ge, Oe, Me Oe oe oo Me Me Ge He re 
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while Tom had been going so slowly he 
had not gone the complete rounds once. 
Jim couldn’t understand. 

Just as Tom lifted his head to answer, 
a police motorcycle roared into the opposite 
side of the park. “Are there police every- 
where?” Tom gasped. “I see them in front 
of me, then they come driving up behind. 
Are there others hidden behind the trees, 
lurking in the shrubbery, waiting to arrest 
me?” 

He couldn’t stand the thought. 

“I just remembered something I had to 
do!” he stammered to Joe. “When Eddie 
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comes around again tell him I'll see you 
both later.” 

Jim whistled as Eddie came riding up. 
“Tom was certainly acting funny before he 
left,” he told Eddie. “I wouldn’t be at all 
surprised if he is sick.” 

Several streets away Tom shuffled into 
the police station for the second time that 
day. He discovered that scarcely an hour 
had gone by since he walked so confidently 
out of the place. His feelings had changed 
considerably in that short space of time. 
And the thing that had made the most 
difference was that Tom had seen his action 
for what it was really worth. He had stolen. 
He had told a falsehood in order to do the 
stealing. And he had not thought of him- 
self as a thief on his first visit—just very 
clever for being able to outwit the officer. 

But now his knees were weak and his 
heart was pounding as if a team of horses 
were stampeding through his chest. He 
could not turn back. He would have to 
make a clean breast of it all and gain back 
his self-respect and good conscience. 

-He looked about him as he entered the 
main office. The friendly man was no- 
where to be seen. In his place at the desk 
was an older man, grim faced and stern, 
and Tom felt things were going to be even 
harder than he had anticipated. 

“Well, young man, what can I do for 
you?” the officer said, and Tom’s heart 
dived for his boots. 

“I came to bring back the bicycle,” he 
stammered, and blushed as he stammered. 

“You came to bring back the bicycle?” 
boomed the large officer. “What on earth 
are you talking about? Why did you bring 
a bicycle back? Do you want us to repair 
it?” he added, curling his upper lip. Tom 
was horrified. How could he possibly ex- 
plain to this man what had happened? 

He pressed his fingernails into the palms 
of his hands until he was sure the blood 
would show. There was nothing to do but 
tell the whole, painful story. It was as his 
teacher would jokingly say when he was 
telling the class how to write a good com- 
position—“You start at the beginning, go 
to the end, and stop.” While Tom unbur- 
dened himself, the officer listened, his face 
like stone, showing not the slightest effects 
from the sad story. 

When Tom had “gone to the end and 
stopped” the officer eyed him coldly, but 

To page 16 


























Why don’t birds fall off their perch when 


they sleep? Do birds eat stones by mistake—or on purpose? 


Strange Facts About Birds 


By WILLIAM 


HEN a mother bird has four or five 
huge mouths to feed, how does she 
know which one to put the food in? Why 
doesn’t she make a mistake and give the 
greedy babies all the food and let the 
weaker ones starve to death? 
God has equipped these baby birds with 
a device that tells the mother when they 
have had enough to eat. When a baby bird’s 
crop is full, a special mechanism slows 
down his ability to swallow. (The crop is a 
place where food is stored after it is swal- 
lowed, waiting till the stomach is ready for 


How does the mother know which 
baby should get the next worm? 


HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


L. WOODALL 


it.) If the mother bird happens to put food 
into a full bird she can tell in a matter of 
seconds if she has made a mistake. If she 
has given the food to a full bird she simply 
pulls it out and gives it to another bird! 
Not a very pretty thought, to be sure, but 
apparently the little birds don’t care! 

Feeding a nest of little ones is a big job. 
Dr. Arthur A. Allen of Cornell University 
made a study of birds’ feeding habits. He 
believes that each little bird requires more 
than its own weight in food every twenty- 
four hours. The mother bird has to make 
many trips to find such a large amount of 
food. Dr. Allen watched a wren’s nest one 
day from dawn to dusk and counted the 
number of trips the mother wren made. 
She fed her babies 1,217 times! 


Different kinds of birds lay different 
numbers of eggs. Some birds, like the robin, 
lay from three to five eggs. A phoebe lays 
five or six. If one of these birds finds an 
egg missing she will lay another one to take 
its place. At one time a study was made 
with a flicker’s nest to see how many times 
the flicker would replace stolen eggs. All 
but one of the eggs was removed every day 
for more than twelve weeks. The bird laid 
71 eggs in 73 days, to keep up the exact 
amount in her nest. 

We know, of course, that when a bird 
hatches her eggs it is the heat of her body 
that keeps the eggs warm and causes them 
to hatch. How does the bird maintain such 
a high temperature in its body? Our body 
temperature is usually close to 98.6 degrees. 
If it goes above this we have a fever and 
are sick. A bird’s temperature normally is 
between 105 and 110 degrees. Now 105 
degrees in one of us means that we are very 


To page 17 
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NATURE’S WONDERLAND 


By MARY LOU FORD, Age 10 
Oneida, Kentucky 


As | was walking through the wood 
I came upon a glade 

Where birds, and bees, and flowers fair 
Were gathered in the shade. 


The birds were fiitting here and there 
Among the sheltering trees; 

The flowers were nodding at my feet; 
| heard the humming bees. 


Then from the woods, fo my surprise, 
There stepped a lovely deer; 

And soon her mate came following— 
And neither one showed fear. 


It was a little bit of heaven 
In nature's wonderland; 

For nature is God's lessonbook 
Created by His hand. 





MY CUTTING TEMPTATION 


By BONNIE ANN HEVENER, Age 14 
Churchville, Virginia 


Even when I was a baby I liked to get into 
mischief. 

When I was not quite two years old, my 
mom and I were staying with my grand- 
mother while Dad was in the Army. 

One day my grandmother washed the 
windows. She was almost done and had put 
all the curtains and shades up again, except 
one that was lying on her bed. 

I was roaming about the house, opening 
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doors, peeping into closets, and playing in 
the dresser drawers. Suddenly I noticed the 
open door. Grandma had left the room for 
some reason, and the door was ajar. 

I walked in, and my gaze fell on Grand- 
mother’s bed. I stood and stared. Ah! How 
kind of her! She had gone off and left me a 
nice window shade to play with. And beside 
it was a pair of scissors! 

Picking up the scissors, I went “snip, 
snip” all around the edge of the shade. 
What fun! 

Then, having cut a strip off all around the 
edge, I commenced to cut up the rest of the 
shade into small pieces. 

Mom and Grandmother came in! At first 
they didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. 
They ended up by deciding they would 
laugh and I would cry. Mom gave me a 
good lecture, plus a little something else to 
help me in case the lecture wasn’t enough. 

Juniors, be sure you don’t make the same 
mistake I did. Don’t yield to temptation. 
“Cut off” from the devil and “link up” with 
Jesus. You'll be glad you did! 





PRAYER IN THE RAIN 


By BECKY CROWSON, Age 11 
Jackson, Mississippi 


It was Easter. The James family had in- 
vited the Clarks to go with them on an 
Easter-egg hunt up on the mountain. 

It was a beautiful day. The children had 
so much fun hunting eggs. After they had 
found all the eggs, David suggested that 
the boys and daddies play ball. They were 
all having a wonderful time, when it began 
to thunder, and big black clouds began to 
cover the sun. Everyone made a dash to the 
cars. When they got to them, Mr. James 
reached in his pocket for his keys, but they 
were not there! What would they do? 
Their house keys were on the chain, the 
car keys, and the keys to his job. 

















u 








They all crawled into the Clarks’ car, 
and prayed that God would help them find 
the keys. Then it began to rain very, very 
hard. When it stopped raining a little, they 
got out to hunt for the keys. They hunted 
up and down the field, but they couldn’t 
find them. They gathered again to ask 
Jesus to help them, then went back to the 
field. But Mrs. James wandered off to hunt 
under the swings. All of a sudden she 
jumped up and said, “I’ve found them!” 
Then they all gathered again to thank 
Jesus for His help. 


TRAPPED 


By REGINALD ©. LAWSON, Age 11 
Meriden, Connecticut 


My father and I had been experimenting 
in making live traps. The one we were 
working on now was a cage made out of 
wire. It had a trap door on one end hitched 
to the bait. 

One evening I set it. I was hoping to 
catch an innocent little squirrel that lived 
in an oak tree in our front yard. The next 
morning I awoke and looked out my win- 
dow. The squirrel was playing around and 
getting his breakfast of nuts. Pretty soon 
he came upon a nut that was near to the 
top of the trap, and he walked around the 
trap. He soon got on top of the trap and 
stepped on the trigger. The door came 
down with a bang! But the squirrel wasn’t 
inside. He was way up on the top limb of 
the oak tree, looking down, very much sur- 
prised. I went out and set the trap again. 

To my surprise the squirrel came down 
almost immediately and picked up another 
of the nuts that led to the trap. He was 
very curious and went closer. We all were 
wondering whether he would be tempted 
by the bait. As he moved closer he decided 
to see what the trap looked like inside. 
When he saw the nuts he grabbed for them. 
The door came down. He was trapped! 

Was he frightened! He almost tipped 
the trap over, fighting to get out. But he 
finally quieted down, and I went out and 
got him. 

All through that day I tried to make 
friends with him, but he was quite wild. 
He didn’t even eat except a little piece of 


apple. 
The next morning when I woke up, he 


was chattering away. I opened the cage 
door and petted him. This time he played 
a trick on me. When I was about to close 
the door, he quickly slipped through my 
fingers. Up the drapes he raced, having a 
grand time. While we were getting heavy 
gloves to protect our hands when we should 
try to catch him, he was running from win- 
dow to window. He must have stepped on 
something sharp, for he was bleeding. 

We opened the door to see what he 
would do. He didn’t see it at first, but when 
he did, he ran to it, hesitated a moment, 
then like a flash ran out, climbed the oak, 
and was gone. My dad commented, “He’s 
going to tell his wife all about the terrible 
experience he had.” 


BULL MOOSE 


By BETTY GUSTAVSON, Age 10 
Kelowna, British Columbia 








O BACK with me to the summer of 
1845, when Ellen Harmon, whom we 
all know as Mrs. E. G. White, was a girl 
of seventeen. She and her sister Sarah were 
invited to Dorchester (now South Boston), 
Massachusetts, by a truehearted Adventist 
layman named Otis Nichols. Her help was 
badly needed to put down the fanaticism of 
a few Adventist believers. 

Fanaticism is a word that means “pious 
foolishness.” A. fanatic is a wild enthusiast 
who has zeal but not much reasoning 
power. If he does have any he does not use 
it. Fanatics are led by their feelings and 
their impulses, not by reason or the Bible. 

Two men in particular, Sargent and 
Robbins, were the ringleaders in this fanat- 
icism. They were teaching the wild notion 
that Adventists should not perform any 
manual labor. This “no-work doctrine” 
made paupers out of the Adventists who 





His providence Sargent and Robbins came 
from Boston to visit Brother Nichols. 
When they arrived at Mr. Nichols’ home, 
he welcomed them. They had a favor to 
ask of him. And, yes, they would like to 
stay all night if he had room. 

“The Misses Sarah and Ellen Harmon 
are in the house,’ Mr. Nichols told them 
cheerfully. “I want you to become ac- 
quainted with them.” 

The faces of these fanatics blanched; 
they turned white as a ghost. “No, no,” 
they said. “We will not stay in the same 
house with her.” Absolutely nothing could 
induce them to spend the night in such a 
place. 

Now, why, Juniors, did these two men 
feel this way? Ah, they knew that Ellen 
Harmon would take the Bible in her hand 
and rebuke their fanaticism. They would 
be required to give up their silly ideas. 


By D. A. DELAFIELD 


accepted it. No work, no money. No money, 
no clothes, no food, no shelter. I think you 
can see that this idea was all wrong. It did 
not come from the Bible, but from the 
false notions of the fanatics. It did not 
come from Jesus, but from Satan. 

Sargent and Robbins also believed and 
taught that Ellen Harmon’s visions were 
from the evil one. So they were greatly 
opposed to her work. Actually they had 
never investigated her visions and dreams 
to discover the source—whether from God 
or from Satan. Perhaps they were afraid 
that if they did inquire, they would find 
the truth! 

Now God was not going to permit these 
evil men to make fools out of the Advent- 
ist people or to oppose His messenger for 
very long. Already God had His plans. In 
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Ellen took the Bible and held it 
in her hand. Then, looking upward, 
she quoted one text after another. 


JOHN COURLEY, ARTIST 





How Ellen Surprised the 


















And they were afraid to oppose her, for a 
power attended her preaching that caused 
sinners to tremble. 

“Well,” said Brother Nichols, “suppose 
we drive up to Boston next Sunday. I will 
bring Ellen Harmon with me. The least 
you can do is give her an opportunity to 
speak and give her testimony. Then you 
can hear and judge.” 

Sargent and Robbins were willing to do 
anything to get away. 

“Oh, yes,” they said. “Come next Sunday. 
We will have a meeting then. We should 
like very much to hear her.” 

Well, boys and girls, Brother Nichols 
immediately began to plan for the trip to 
Boston. He made arrangements to take his 
family and the two sisters to the meeting. 
But God had other plans. Saturday night at 
family worship Ellen was given a vision. 
Jesus spoke to her, and the message that 


Fanatics 





He gave was one that revealed the great 
wisdom of God, as we shall see. 

Waking from the vision, Ellen told 
Brother Nichols, “I am not going into 
Boston tomorrow. The Lord has shown me 
that we must go to Randolph. He has a 
work for us to do there.” 

But Randolph was thirteen miles south of 
Boston. And had not Brother Nichols prom- 
ised these two extremists that he would 
bring Ellen into the big city? 

“That cannot be,” objected Brother 
Nichols. “How can I keep my word to 
Sargent and Robbins?” 

“Never mind that,” said Ellen Harmon. 
“The Lord has bidden us to go the other 
way.” 

“Well, I don’t understand it,” said 
Brother Nichols, greatly distressed. 

“The Lord showed me we would under- 
stand it when we got there,” said faithful 
Ellen. And they did, too. 

The next morning the family hitched up 
the team, jumped into the wagon, and drove 
south to Randolph, where a large company 
of Adventists lived, most of them under 
the influence of Sargent and Robbins. A 
meeting was in progress that very morning 
in the home of a Mr. Thayer. And do you 
know, boys and girls, who was leading out 
in this special meeting? None other than 





Sargent and Robbins and one of their asso- 
ciates named French. They had thought 
that they could evade the meeting in Boston 
by this clever maneuver. But God had a 
big surprise for them. Into the room, while 
they were preaching, walked Ellen Harmon, 
her sister Sarah, and Brother and Sister 
Nichols! 

Well, you can imagine that these three 








SUNSHINE 


By HARRY SILBAUGH 





Spread a little sunshine 
In a darkened way, 
Every little glimmer 
Makes a brighter day. 
Every bit of laughter, 
Every bit of cheer 
Brings a ray of gladness, 
And wipes away a tear. 








men almost fell off their seats. They were 
excited and angry. In their minds, they 
must have questioned, “How did Ellen 
Harmon know we would be in Randolph 
today? Who told her we would be in 
Brother Thayer’s home? Wasn't she plan- 
ning to go to Boston this morning?” 

You can see, Juniors, that these men 
were given every chance to acknowledge 
the fact that seventeen-year-old Ellen was 
God’s servant, and that she was a prophet 
of God after all, but they were evil men 
and they resisted the Holy Spirit. 

Ellen Harmon sat down in a seat along 
with the other people in her company and 
said nothing. Quietly she listened to the 
men preach. But they were confused. Her 
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presence troubled them. The sermon was 
a poor one. At noon there was a short inter- 
mission, and after a brief meal, in the early 
afternoon, another meeting was called. 

As this meeting opened, the Lord Him- 
self took charge. As prayer was being 
offered, an exciting thing happened. Ellen 
Harmon was taken away in vision. 

As the Holy Spirit took possession of 
her mind and body, young Ellen’s voice 
broke forth in three thrilling shouts of 
“Glory!” each fainter but more rapturous 
than the one before. The sound of her 
voice made everyone tremble, it was so full 
of spiritual power. 

For a moment Miss Harmon lost all her 
strength; but as she was filled with the 
strength of God she rose to her feet and 
began to talk, relating her message to the 
people. Her eyes were open, not like the 
eyes of a fanatic, wild and staring, but mild 
and beautiful. Her attention seemed riveted 
upon some object in the distance. She 
spoke, but no breathing was observed. 
There was no breath in her lungs. 

Now this vision was the very thing that 
the fanatics feared most! Her message was 
directed against their false “no-work doc- 
trine” and other fanatical teachings that 
they held. They knew that if this kept up 
they would lose their hold on the people. 
So they did their best to stop her, but it 
was no use. 

They announced to the congregation a 
certain song to be sung, and nearly all 
united in singing loudly and boisterously. 
The hymn singing was followed by a noisy 
sermon and the reading of the Bible. The 
three desperate men spoke in thunderous 
tones until they nearly lost their voices, but 
youthful Ellen’s clear, bright voice rose 
above their rasping cries, and all could 
hear plainly the divinely inspired message 
that she bore. 

When it dawned on the people that they 
were listening to a true messenger of God, 
a deep and solemn hush came over them. 
Many were worried and afraid. “Stop,” they 
cried to Sargent and Robbins. “This is the 
work of God. Listen to what she has to say.” 

“No!” they shouted. “You are bowed to 
— You are worshiping the golden 
calf.” 

Mr. Thayer, the owner of the house, was 
displeased with Robbins and Sargent and 
French. “Perhaps her visions are from God,” 

To page 18 

















Arithmetic proves that God will forgive your sins. 





Feeling and Two and Two 


By LULA KOEHN 


* | OW much is two and two?” asked Uncle 
Luther. Charles looked surprised. 
“What a question!” he exclaimed. “Every- 
body knows it’s four.” 

“Yes, it is four today. But suppose it is 
raining tomorrow. What would it be then?” 

“Uncle Luther, you are making fun.” 
Charles looked at his uncle’s serious face. 
“The weather would not change arithme- 
tic. 

“Do you mean that two and two are four 
even if it rains or snows?” Uncle Luther 
acted doubtful. 

“Of course it is.” Charles looked at his 
uncle as if he thought something had hap- 
pened to his mind. The next question made 
him almost sure. 

“Suppose when I wake up in the morning 
; I feel sure that two and two are five. What 
then?” 







































































“Uncle Luther, two and two are always 
four, no matter how we feel or what the 
weather is.” Charles was puzzled. “Why do 
you ask such queer questions?” 

“To help you see the difference between 
feeling and faith,’ Uncle Luther explained. 
“Many people I have met did not feel that 
God had forgiven their sins, even though 
they had confessed them and He had prom- 
ised to forgive, as He said in 1 John 1:9, 
‘If we confess our sins, he is faithful and 
just to forgive us our sins.’ Somehow they 
could not feel forgiven.” 

“Uncle Luther, I have felt that way my- 
self, sometimes.” 

“Yes, Charles, I think most of us have. 
Satan is anxious to discourage us, and this 
is one of the easiest ways. But just as two 
and two are four, so God’s promises are true. 
These are facts. As surely as two and two 
are four, so surely God will forgive the sins 
we confess to Him. Isaiah 43:25 says He 
will not remember them any more. We may 
remember them. We may feel that He has 
not forgiven them. We may feel unworthy. 
We are unworthy. But He does not forgive 
us because we are worthy, but for His own 
sake. 

“So it is with our Christian experience. 
We may count on it, if we fulfill what He 
asks of us, that He will fulfill His part of 
the promise. 

“In Revelation 3:20 we read: ‘Behold, I 
stand at the door and knock: if any man 
hear my voice, and open the door, I will 
come in to him, and will sup with him, and 
he with me.’ There is the promise. If we 
welcome Him into our hearts, He has prom- 
ised to live with us. And if sometime Satan 
tells us that Christ would not live in a heart 
so sinful as ours, we need not be discour- 
aged. We are all sinful, but Christ died to 
save sinful men.” 
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A Policeman Behind Every Tree 
From page 8 


as Tom stood there the ice melted away. In 
an instant the officer was around his desk 
and putting his arm on Tom's shoulder. 

“It’s a mighty fine thing that you brought 
that bicycle back and got the thing off 
your chest,” he said. 

“What are you going to do with me?” 
Tom asked, trying to keep the quiver out 
of his voice. 

“Come into the next room,” the officer 
ordered. Tom felt, for sure, that this was 
the end of everything. What would Mother 
and Dad say when they were told that the 
police had picked up their only son? He 
couldn’t even think of the look on Mother's 
face. 

Tom took the seat the officer pushed out 
from the side of the desk for him. 








MEMORY VERSES FOR THE 
SECOND QUARTER 


1. “By faith Abel offered unto God a more excel- 
lent sacrifice than Cain, by which he obtained wit- 
ness that he was righteous” (Hebrews 11:4). 

2. “The scepter shall not depart from Judah, nor 
a lawgiver from between his feet, until Shiloh come; 
and unto him shall the gathering of the people be” 
(Genesis 49:10). 

3. “And Caleb stilled the people before Moses, 
and said, Let us go up at once, and possess it; for 
we are well able to overcome it” (Numbers 13:30). 

4. “Take good heed therefore unto yourselves, that 
ye love the Lord your God” (Joshua 23:11) 

5. “And the angel of the Lord appeared unto him, 
and said unto him, The Lord is with thee, thou 
mighty man of valour” (Judges 6:12). 

6. “Thy people shall be my people, and thy God 
my God” (Ruth 1:16). 

7. “Blessed be the Lord thy God, which delighted 
in thee, to set thee on the throne of Israel: because 
the Lord loved Israel for ever, therefore made he 
thee king, to do judgment and justice” (1 Kings 


8. “And like unto him was there no king before 
him, that turned to the Lord with all his heart, and 
with all his soul, and with all his might” (2 Kings 
23:25). 

9. “And | was strengthened as the hand of the 
Lord my God was upon me, and | gathered together 
out of Israel chief men to go up with me” (Ezra 


“10. “The God of heaven, he will prosper us; there- 
-— ee his servants will arise and build” (Nehemiah 


11. “Who knoweth whether thou art come to the 
kingdom for such a time as this?” (Esther 4:14). 

12. “Say not, | am a child: for thou shalt go to 
all that | shall send thee, and whatsoever | command 
thee thou shalt speak” (Jeremiah 1:7). 

13. “He saith unto them, Follow me, and | will 
make you fishers of men” (Matthew 4:19). 
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“Now, young fellow,” the voice boomed 
again in Tom’s ears, “I want to give you a 
little advice. It is just this. If you want 





something very badly, the only way to get j 
it is by honest means. Sometimes it takes : 
ages for us to come by the things we think : 
we want so much, but in the end it will | 


be far better to wait than to take something 
that someone else has worked for. No true 
man ever wants to feel he has cheated 
someone of his rights. Every criminal takes 
his first step in the wrong direction. For- 
tunately, you had the good sense to see 4 
your folly this afternoon, and to mend 
things up before they got out of your con- 
trol. I’m sure you won’t want ever to do i 
anything like this again.” 

“I'm sure I won't,’ Tom said, relief 
flooding his mind. The officer patted him 
on the back and said, “Now you get home 
to your mother as fast as your long legs 
can carry you.” 

“Thank you, sir,’ Tom nodded. And as 
he hurried on his way home, he thought 
how wonderful it was that spring was here, 
so free, so clean and young and refreshing 
with its myriad scents and soft breezes. He 
wanted the freedom and cleanness of spring | 
always to be in his heart. { 

And for the first time in weeks he was 
glad he didn’t have a bicycle! 








Unseen Enemy 
From page 5 


of talk and laughter, but the compound it- 
self was as silent as a cemetery. 

The long dormitory, partitioned in the 
middle, had a door to each section. At the 
first, I listened momentarily, but there was 
not so much as a whisper to be heard. I 
turned the knob, its coldness sending a 
shiver down my spine, but the door re- 
mained fast, locked. What was this? A trick 
the girls were playing? For lights were 
never dimmed or doors locked before I had@fiimy q 
made my last rounds. Somewhat annoyed, 
and still puzzled, I gave a sharp knock, at 
the same time listening keenly. Was it 
imagination again, or did I really hear a 
gasp from within, a gasp such as had greeted 
Usbera’s arrival? 

I waited for the rasp of the key in the 
lock, but again silence. So again I knocked, 








eae + ae ES ew ee ee ee OE 


8 


he 
od, 























FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Nellie Wren, age 12. P.O. Box 81, Dillingham, 
Alaska. Sewing, outdoor sports, reading. 

Sula Mellor, age 11. Rowan, lowa, U.S.A. Ice 
skating, horses, swimming, camping, boating, post 
cards, skiing, raising collie dogs, archery. 

Elizabeth G. Albaladejo, 66-B Ganzaga Street, 
Bacolod City, Neg. Occ., Philippine Islands. Stamps. 

Priscilla Maravillas, age 15. Labason, Zamboanga 
del Norte, Philippine Islands. Photos, outings. 

Luzvilla Cadungog, age 16. Labason, Zamboanga 
del Norte, Philippine Islands. Swimming, outings, 
games. 

Ruth Decena, age 14. Philippine Union College, 
Box 1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. Skating, biking, 
stamps. 

Leila R. Aristorenas, Box 2494, Manila, Philippine 
Islands. Reading, sewing, biking. 

Elfrida R. Aristorenas, 19 Simoun, Quezon City, 
Philippine Islands. Piano, reading, biking. 


Lolita R. Ocampo, 3 Aniban, Bacoor, Cavite, Phil- 
ippine Islands. Reading, stamps. 

Olive Eyles, age 11. P.O. Box 199, Bowen, North 
Queensland, Australia. Horses, dogs, calves, swim- 
ming. 

Junia Worth, age 14. Clarksville, Arkansas, U.S.A. 
Cooking, baking, guitar, singing, hiking, riding horses, 
swimming, traveling. 

Ellen Eunice Lado, $. L. A. Kawangkoan, Manado, 
Indonesia. Stamps, post cards, photos, reading. 

William Parker, age 14. E. Cherry Avenue, Mor- 
risville, Vermont, U.S.A. Stamps, skiing, code, short 
wave. 

Loretta Larson, 807 Middle Street, North Brad- 
dock, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Skating, post cards, swim- 
ming. 

Sheral Odermott, age 10. Ola, Idaho, U.S.A. Riding 
horses, biking, sewing, arithmetic. 

Ruth Dausman, age 10. Pennellville, New York, 
U.S.A. Dogs, cats, swimming, biking. 

Linda Schwarz, age 12. 818 Montgomery Avenue, 
Riverview, New Brunswick, Canada. Reading, art, 
sewing, progressive classwork, hiking, music, baby- 
sitting, baking. 

Sharon Davis, age 15. Route 3, Troy, Montana, 
U.S.A. Sports, music, guitar, reading. 

Gene Davis, age 13. Route 3, Troy, Montana, U.S.A. 
Rocks, arrowheads, astronomy, mountain climbing, 
basketball. 

Bob Mead, age 13. P.O. Box 276, San Jacinto, 
California, U.S.A. Stamps, music, photography. 

Youngze Kin, Korean Union Mission, P.O. Box 
1243, Seoul, Korea. 








and announced in no uncertain terms that 
I, the teacher, did not expect to be kept 
waiting outside a school door. 

Immediately a babble of chatter broke 
loose. Bare feet padded across the floor, the 
key turned, and the door opened. But the 
words I had planned to say melted in 
amazement at what I saw. 

Clutching their blankets, all the girls were 
huddled at the far end of the dormitories, 
their eyes wide with fear. When they saw 
me, their expression changed to one of re- 
lief; and while I was still searching for words, 
they all sheepishly climbed back onto their 
wooden beds and covered their heads with 
their blankets, till all I could see was 
twenty pairs of pink-soled feet protruding 
from the bottom. 

“Why, wha—what zs this?” was all I 
could stammer. But the heads remained cov- 
ered, and no matter what I said, no one 
would answer. One thing was sure: Some- 
thing was gravely wrong in the girls’ school, 
and I had a strong suspicion it was one of 
those things that a black man might not 
even mention to a white man. 

(To be continued) 


Strange Facts About Birds 
From page 9 


ill. To reach 110 would surely mean our 
death. The hearts of birds work hard to 
maintain such a heat, and that is one reason 
why a bird always looks so nervous and 
fidgety. Its life is lived at a high tension. In 
an engine we would call this “forced 
draft.” 

When a bird breathes, it draws air into 
more than its lungs. The air is pulled in and 
distributed among many little air sacs dis- 
tributed all through the body. These air 
storage places come in contact with the 
bird’s circulation and supply the blood with 
added oxygen and so help to raise the bird’s 
temperature. 

These air pockets even extend to the 
bones, and this helps to make the bird 
lighter when it is in flight. So these air 
pockets serve a double purpose. They are 
reservoirs for needed air and they help to 
add to the bird’s buoyancy. 

Another wonderful device that the birds 
have is a mechanism that holds them on a 
perch while they sleep. The tendons that 


APRIL 2, 1958 / 17 








enable a bird to wiggle its toes pass behind 
its ankle joint. When the bird perches, its 
weight causes the ankle joint to bend. This 
causes the tendons to curve the toes around 
the twig or whatever the bird is perched 
on. So, the deeper the bird sinks into sleep 
the tighter its toes grasp the perch. 

Birds have no teeth, but they do actually 
“chew” their food. They do this by means 
of tiny stones that they swallow and that 
lodge in their gizzard, or “second stomach.” 
These stones grind the food. 

It is important to remember that birds 
need these little grinding stones. If you try 
to feed birds in the winter when the ground 
is covered with snow, be sure to feed them 
regularly so that they can count on a square 
meal, and don’t forget to supply them with 
a pile of little stones to help them chew. 

Many more hundreds of interesting facts 
are available about birds. They are among 
man’s best friends, for if it were not for 
them the world would be so infested with 
insects that man could not live here. So it 
will be worth your while to learn all you 
can about them. 


How Ellen Surprised 
the Fanatics 


From page 14 


he thought. But what could he do? An idea 
came to him. He had heard that the devil 
might be driven from one who was pos- 
sessed, by opening the Bible and placing 
it in the person’s hands. So he immediately 
took the large family Bible from the table 
and placed it against the breast of young 
Ellen. “Here is a test that will prove 
whether or not her visions are from God,” 
he thought. 

And do you know what happened? Ellen 
took the Bible from Brother Thayer’s hands, 
held it in one hand, and announced 
solemnly, “The inspired testimony from 
God.” She then looked in the direction of 
the ceiling, her thoughts all of heaven and 
of the scenes that were transpiring before 
her mind’s eye. As she passed on the ac- 
count of her vision, her message was 
punctuated with many Scripture quotations. 
With her free hand, she turned to the large 
open Bible, and, placing her finger upon 
one passage after another, repeated them 
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aloud. The people had never seen anything 
like this before. She was turning to the 
exact texts she was quoting, yet her eyes 
did not fasten upon the references at all. 

What were these texts that she was 
reading? They were messages from God's 
Word pronouncing judgments against the 
wicked and the blasphemous. They were 
scriptures denouncing such false teachings 
as the “no-work doctrine.” Light was break- 


ing through to dispel the darkness created@iii 


by the teaching of the fanatics. 

Naturally, the people were awed by 
what they saw and heard. One or two stood 
on the chairs near where Ellen was stand- 
ing and looked at the texts to which she 
pointed. They nodded their heads in ap- 
proval. Yes, she was quoting the Bible 
correctly. 

The feelings of the people began to turn, 
sympathetically, to Ellen Harmon. In their 
hearts there arose feelings of self-condem- 
nation because they had listened to the 
foolish teachings of the three men. And as 
Sargent, Robbins, and French read from 
the frowns on the faces of these Adventists 
their feelings of disapproval and antago- 
nism, they knew that they had been de- 
feated. 

Poor men! They trembled with anger, 
but they said never a word. How they had 
the courage to remain until the meeting 
was over I do not know, but they did. 
Then they departed in silence, leaving 
Brother Thayer’s house sullenly and with- 
out acknowledging that Ellen’s visions 
were from God. The back of their fanatical 
movement was broken. God had surprised 
the fanatics with a weapon out of His own 
armory. The soldiers of Satan left the 
battlefield, beaten and ashamed. 

Do you know how long this vision 
lasted? Four hours. It was the longest 
vision Ellen Harmon ever had. And, during 
the seventy years she served as God's special 
messenger to the Adventist Church, she 
had about two thousand visions, some as 


short as a flash of light and others several 


hours in length. 

It is important to remember, Juniors, 
that the longest vision she ever had was 
given to her by God to surprise the fanatics 
in Brother Thayer's home at Randolph, 
Massachusetts. You see, God does not want 
the true teachings of the Bible to be garbled 
by extremists. Fanatics who trouble the 
Adventist Church with queer notions and 
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HERALDS of the MORNING 


| sone world was going to end in twelve 
years. William Miller was sure of it. The 
Bible said that after 2300 days the “sanc- 
tuary” would be “cleansed” (Daniel 8:14). 
He believed this meant that Jesus would 
come and burn all wickedness from the 
earth when the 2300 days (or years) were 
over. And this, he calculated, would be in 
1843 or 1844. 

He preached a sermon about it in 1831. 
Ministers, hearing him, began preaching 
about it, too. And by 1840 the whole coun- 
try was stirred. 

But the time passed. Jesus did not come. 
Many were disappointed. 

Some of the believers, however, went 
back to their Bibles and studied further. 
They now could see that cleansing the sanc- 
tuary meant that Jesus would go through 
the records of everyone who had ever lived, 
and decide who were prepared to live in 
heaven and who were not. Then, when this 


judging was finished, Jesus would come to 
the earth to get the good people and destroy 
the wicked with fire. 

The believers now began to preach again 
that Jesus would come, just as they had said 
before. But they explained that His return 
would be after the judgment was finished. 
Then the night of sin would be over, and 
the morning of eternal happiness for. God’s 
people would dawn. 

These men and women, “heralds of the 
morning,” preached about Christ’s coming. 
They composed songs about it. They wrote 
books explaining it. They opened schools to 
teach it to the children. And they went 
far across the seven seas to make sure that 
everyone in the whole world should know 
that Jesus was coming back. 

Who were these men and women? From 
time to time this year, on the back page of 
JUNIOR GUIDE, Mr. R. E. Hughes is going to 
tell you some interesting things about many 
of them and show you what they looked like. 

And it is our hope that reading about them 
will help you decide to be a herald of the 
morning, too. 








wild ideas are on dangerous ground. God 
will oppose them. If you know of any 
Adventist who is being influenced to be- 
lieve a lie by some modern fanatic, tell 
him the story of how young Ellen surprised 
Sargent and Robbins in Brother Thayer's 
home so many long years ago. 

God loves the Adventist people, and He 
has given to us a messenger whose teach- 
ings will protect us from evil men. As 
Ellen received the light, she wrote it down 
in books, of which there are fifty-three 
today. If we will read the Bible and the 
wonderful books written by Ellen G. White, 
we will be saved from error and sin. 

Have you read any of Sister White’s 
books? Let me make a suggestion. Start 
with Steps to Christ. It is a little book, but 
it is big with meaning. This book will help 

ou to be a true Christian and to learn 
how to follow our dear Saviour. 

Perhaps in your church library there is 
a copy of her delightful book Christ Our 
Saviour. Read this, too. It is a wonderful 
word picture of Jesus. 

And next time when you see Daddy and 
Mother, suggest that they start reading 
portions of The Adventist Home or The 


Ministry of Healing, during family worship 
every night. As Daddy and Mother read, 
ask questions, if you do not understand 
everything, and they will be glad to help 
you. But I do not think, Juniors, that you 
will have much trouble understanding any 
of these books, because they are all inspired 
by God. 


Lost at a Picnic 
From page 3 


“Fine!” said Mamma. “But don’t go too 
far.” 

“I won't,” said Billy. 

But he did. He walked on and on 
through the forest, until he didn’t know 
where he was. As the sun went down he 
became very worried. He wanted to find 
Mamma and Daddy and Julie. But how? 
Which way should he take? Every tree 
looked like every other tree, and there was 
no path that he could follow. He was lost. 

He called and called, but no one an- 
swered. 

“Mam-ma! Dad-dy! Ju-lie!” he shouted 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the ‘General Conference 


!!—Judah, 





TUDY OF THE — 
OOL LESSON 


attend 





Who Led His Brothers 


(APRIL 12) 


Memory VERSE: “The scepter shall not depart 
from Judah, nor a lawgiver from between his 
feet, until Shiloh come; and unto him shall the 
gathering of the people be” (Genesis 49:10). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of how Judah pleaded with 
Joseph for his father and his brother, in Gen- 
esis 44:14-34. Learn the memory verse. 


SUNDAY 
Judah's Home Life 


Open your Bibie to Genesis 29. 

Judah’s was not a happy home. His father, 
Jacob, though a grandson of Abraham, followed 
many wrong customs, one of which was having 
more than one wife. This mistake was responsi- 
ble for jealous feelings among the women and 
quarrels among the children of the four wives 
of Jacob. The atmosphere in the home was often 
far from happy. 

Judah was the fourth son in the family, and 
his mother was Leah, Jacob’s first wife. If your 
Bible has marginal references, you will find in 
Genesis 29:35 a small number beside the name of 
Judah. Look for the same number in the margin 
and you will see what the name Judah means. 

When Rachel, the favorite wife of Jacob, had 
a son his father showed him special favor. This 
made his brothers jealous. Judah joined with 
his brothers in these feelings. One thing that 
particularly aroused their envy was the fact 
that Jacob gave Joseph a very beautiful coat 
of many colors. At another time the young boy 
told the family about a dream in which he saw 
his father and brothers bowing down to him. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 208, par. 3; p. 209. 

THINK how a failure to follow God’s plan 
leads to trouble—always. 

Pray to follow God’s blueprints willingly. 


MONDAY 
Judah Saves Joseph From Being Killed 


Open your Bible to Genesis 37. 
While the older brothers were at a distance 
from home one day, seeking grazing land for 
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their flocks, they saw Joseph coming with food 
and messages from their father. Verses 18 to 20 
will tell you what they proposed doing to their 
brother. 

Reuben, the oldest brother, was not party to 
the plan, however, and suggested putting Joseph 
into a pit. Secretly, he intended to go back later 
and get him out. The others agreed to this 
wicked plan. They stripped the boy of his coat, 
let him down into the pit, and then calmly sat 
down nearby to eat their lunch. Presently they 
saw in the distance a caravan of merchants 
coming along. Judah saw an opportunity to save 
the life of Joseph. You can find what he sug- 
gested, by reading verses 26 and 27. 

Judah led his brothers away from a deed that 
would only have made them feel sad and guilty 
all their lives. More than this, Judah, in letting 
Joseph go to Egypt, although he did not know 
it, was doing something that years later was 
to save his family from the effects of the great 
famine that was soon to come over Canaan. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 210, par. 6; p. 211, pars. 1-3. 

THINK how wonderfully God works out His 
purposes through what may seem like disasters. 

Pray to trust God even when things appear to 
be going wrong. 


TUESDAY 


Judah and His Father 


Open your Bible to Genesis 43. 
Years passed. Joseph rose from a servant in 
the house of Potiphar to the highest position 


plenty that God had prophesied were followed 


in the land next to the king. The seven years {J 


by the predicted seven years of famine. The 
famine was felt not alone in Egypt but also in 
the surrounding countries. Jacob and his family 
in Shechem felt it, but they heard rumors that 
corn could be bought in Egypt. Jacob sent his 
sons to buy some. He kept Benjamin, his young- 
est son, at home, however. 

Joseph recognized his ten brothers when they 
came to him to buy corn, but they did not recog- 
nize him. Harshly he hinted that the story they 
told of their father and brother at home in 
Canaan was made up, and that they were spies. 
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When they protested, he demanded that they 
leave one of their number as a hostage to be 
released only if they would bring the younger 
brother they had told about, on their next visit. 
So Simeon remained in Egypt. 

The corn bought in Egypt lasted them for 
some time, but after a while the supply was 
low again. Jacob realized that they would have 
to get more from Egypt, but he would not hear 
of Benjamin’s going with his other sons. Reuben 
pleaded with him in vain. When the famine 
was “sore in the land’’ Judah went to his father. 
Read in verses 3 to 10 how he talked to his 
father and persuaded him to let Benjamin make 
the trip to Egypt. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 227, pars. 1-3. 


THINK of the tactful way in which Judah led 
his father to give his consent to Benjamin’s ac- 
companying the brothers to Egypt. 

Pray to have tactfulnmess among your char- 
acter treasures. 


WEDNESDAY 
Judah Pleads for Benjamin and His Father 


Open your Bible to Genesis 44. 

The ten brothers were treated very kindly by 
their still-unrecognized brother on their return 
to Egypt. Relieved, they set off for home with 


Joseph’s brothers were happy to get some money for 
selling him. They didn’t expect to see him again. 


both Simeon and Benjamin. Joseph, however, 
had set a trap for the men to test them, to see 
whether they would treat Benjamin as they had 
once treated him. Can you recall the story as 
told in verses 1 to 13? 

With heavy hearts the men returned to Jo- 
seph’s home to face his questioning. The cup had 
been found in Benjamin’s sack. They could not 
deny it and were at a loss to know how to explain 
how it got there. They were also desperately 
afraid of losing Benjamin, whose safe conduct 
they had guaranteed their father. What could 
they do? In the crisis Judah bravely stepped 
forward. Without covering anything up, or try- 
ing to excuse themselves, he told the story and 
made his plea even at the risk of his life. Read 
it in verses 18 to 34. 

As Joseph listened to the story told with such 
earnestness and humility, he knew what he 
wanted to be assured of—that Judah and his 
brothers had changed greatly. He saw that Judah 
was leading his brothers in doing the right 
thing. The time had come for him to make his 
identity known, and to be reunited with his 
brothers. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 230, pars. 2-5. 

Tuink! Are others able to see a difference in 
you—see that you have obtained the victory over 
habits and weaknesses you once had? 

Pray to let the Holy Spirit change you for 
the better. 

THURSDAY 


Judah’s Blessing 


Open your Bible to Genesis 49. 

Judah had indeed lived up to the meaning of 
his name—‘“the praised one.” He had led his 
brothers to spare Joseph’s life and in so doing 


anreo 


they had spared their own lives in time of fam- 
ine. He had led his father to give up Benjamin 
for the sake of obtaining food. He had led at 
that moment of crisis when Benjamin was ac- 
cused of stealing Joseph’s cup. By showing him- 
self humble, he had proved himself great. How 
much these brothers could praise the one who 
had led them! 





a ae 


Ons 





be wd 
. 


<o 





When at the end of his life Jacob gave his 
blessing to each of his sons in turn, he spoke 
of this. Look in verse 8 and see what he said 
about Judah. 

Then Jacob used a figure of speech to describe 
Judah. Look in verse 9 to find what animal he 
compared Judah to. 


“By a bold figure of speech Judah is compared 
to a young lion growing up into the full strength 
and ferocity of an old lion. . .. Roaming through 
the forests in search of prey, returning to his 
mountain lair where his booty has been de- 
voured, he lies there intrepid, in quiet majesty, 
and calmly defiant of any creature that might 
presume to disturb him.”—The SDA Bible Com- 
mentary, vol. 1, p. 481. 

But far more glorious than being great among 
his brothers was the fact that it was of the 
tribe of Judah that one day the Seed promised 
to Adam and Eve was to be born. As Jacob 
blessed this son of his, Divine Inspiration took 
possession of him as he prophesied of the One 
that should come. Read what he prophesied, in 
verse 10. 

“The scepter is a symbol of royal authority. 
In its earliest form it was a long staff that the 
king held in his hand when speaking in public 
assemblies, but that rested between his knees 
when he sat upon his throne. Such scepters are 
depicted in various ancient Egyptian reliefs. 
Judah was to continue as leader among the 
tribes until the time of the coming of the Mes- 
ra 

“Shiloh . . . is the Messiah, who in Jacob’s 
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prophecy was to take over Judah’s royal pre- 
rogatives as leader of Israel and to whom all 
nations would gather.”—The SDA Bible Com- 
mentary, vol. 1, p. 481. 

The symbol for Judah was a lion—leader of 
beasts. Judah had proved himself a leader. Judah, 
the leader of his brethren, was to become the 
ancestor of the greatest leader of all times— 
Jesus Christ our Saviour. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 236, pars. 1, 2 

Tuink! Are you a leader in doing the right 
thing, even if others want to do wrong? 

Pray to have boldness to speak for the right 
and to do the right. 


FRIDAY 


These questions will help you in reviewing the 
lesson: 

1. What sort of home did Judah grow up in? 

2. Who were his parents? (Gen. 29:35.) 

3. What did his brothers plan to do to the 
younger brother of whom they were jealous? 
(Gen. 37:20.) 

4. How did Judah lead them away from this 
plan? (Gen. 37:26, 27.) 

5. In what circumstances did the brothers 
meet again? (Gen. 42:7.) 

6. When it became necessary to go once more 
into Egypt to buy corn, what difficulty arose, 
and what did Judah do about it? (Gen. 43:3.) 

7. How did Joseph test his brothers to see 
whether they were jealous of their younger 
brother Benjamin as they had been of him? 
(Gen. 44:1-13.) 

8. When the men returned to appear before 
Joseph and give an account to him, who stood 
forward to explain the situation? (Gen. 44:16.) 

9. What does the name “Judah” mean? (Gen. 
49:8.) 

10. Who was the most famous descendant of 
Judah? (Gen. 49:10.) 

Do you know your memory verse? 





Lost at a Picnic 
From page 19 


at the top of his voice, but there was no 
reply. 

What a long way he must have walked! 
Surely, he thought, they would be calling 
him by now; yet he could hear nothing but 
the strange little noises of the forest. 

It was getting darker now. Billy started 
to cry. He was feeling very lonely and 
frightened. He had never stayed out all 
night in the open before. Would some wild 
animal come and eat him? 

Just then he spied a little cabin. 





Good! he thought. If somebody is living 
in this cabin he will take me back to 
Mamma. 

But nobody answered when he knocked 
on the door. So he pushed on the door, and, 
to his surprise, it opened. He went inside. 
The place was empty and bare. But at 
least it was shelter. He wouldn’t have to 
stay out all night. 

How dark it was by now! How he wished 
Daddy would come—and Mamma and 
Julie! It was dreadful being without them. 

Then he remembered something Mamma 
had told him one day. She had said if ever 
he didn’t know what to do, he should ask 
Jesus to help him. 

So he did. In that dark, bare little cabin 
in the forest Billy prayed his first real 
prayer. 

“Please, Jesus, help Daddy to find me!” 
he asked. 

Then, very tired and very hungry, he lay 
on the floor and fell asleep. 

Early next morning, as sunshine streamed 
through the window, he was awakened by 
shouts. 

“Look in that cabin,” 
ing. “Maybe he’s in there.” 

Billy rushed to the door and flung it open. 

Outside in the clearing he saw Daddy and 
some other men who had been searching 
the forest all night. 

“Daddy!” he screamed with delight as 
tears of joy rolled down his cheeks. 

Soon he was home again. 

“Do you know something?” said Billy 
afterwards. “Do you know what happened 
in that cabin?” 

“What?” asked Mamma. 

“I asked Jesus to help Daddy find me, 
and He did.” 

“Of course!” said Mamma, tears shining 
— eyes. “Of course, darling! I know He 
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someone was say- 
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Junior Boys and Gitls 


Here are true stories to read, reread, and remember! 


Nine Volumes 


By GWENDOLEN 
LAMPSHIRE 
HAYDEN 


In these nine volumes you will find just the stories 
that will interest you. True tales of mission service— 
mountain caves—storms—wild animals—Indian raids— 
stalwart miners—cattle ranchers and frontiersmen. 

You will discover thrills galore in these narratives 
that range from the Canadian northwest and frontier 
America to lands across the sea—yet every tense situation 
resolves itself without recourse to violence. 

If you are looking for real enjoyment—here it is— 
and in addition ey will find lessons to help you be 
courageous, cheerful, unselfish, and obedient. You will 
find new enjoyment each time you read these REALLY- 
TRULY STORIES. 


Have Mother or Dad order one or all of the nine 
volumes for you. 


PRICE EACH $2. 00 


Add mailing and insurance—15c first book—5c each additional volume 
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HERALDS of the MORNING—1 By Richard Hughes 


COPYRIGHT © 1988 BY THE REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 
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When the time came for the prophecy 
of Revelation 14:6,7 to be fulfilled, men 
began giving the message, “Fear Qjod, 
and. give glory to him; for the hour of 
his judgment is come” The leading voice 
in America was that of William Miller, 
a humble §armer of Low Hampton , N.Y. 

Earnest study of the Bible and history 
convinced him the prophetic 2300 years, 
of Daniel 8:14, would end in 1843 or 1844 

Because of the opinion that “cleansing 
the sanctuary” meant cleansing the earth 
by Sire, he believed this present world 
would end soon, with the return of Jesus. 


AWILLIAMMELLER 
| from FARMER to PREACHER , 


| In 1831 he was called from his farming to give his first ARC: 

sermon-on this topic. By 1840 many ministers agreed with / hema 

him, and their message swelled into the“loud voice” of the ™ 

“first angel,’ echoing and reechoing across the land. —_. | FANN 
Later prophetic study has shown that, although Miller x 4 

was mistaken about what was to happen in 1844, his interpre- ~—saaSeaee ES 

tation of prophetic time and the message about the “hour 

of judgment” were correct. This message and his devoted, 

unselfish service opened the way for that greater, more . 

complete message of the three angels (Rev.}4:6-12) that 

is now being proclaimed throughout the earth by 

Seventh-day Adventists, and which heralds the mornin 

of eternal day, when Jesus- Sun of Righteousness — shal 


return, dazzling in His glory and power, King of kings, ‘ S35 | 
B lord of lords.“Even so, come, Lord Jesus!” = : 


BORN FEB [5,1782 in PITTSFIELD, MASS.—DIED DEC. 20, 1849 
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